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“Mewr!” Blue protested from inside Nadine”s large and old-fashioned 
carpetbag. 

“Shh!” Nadine hissed at the bag. “I’m not allowed to have a pet in the 
dorms.” The short girl’s cat somehow understood what she said. Nadine 
was half Japanese and half English, giving her mixed features which might 
not have made her beautiful but which certainly made her pretty. She had 
pale skin and waist-length, silky smooth black hair that she flicked as she 
walked through the lobby area, dragging a large suitcase on wheels behind 
her. 

Eventually, she made her way through the crowd of girls and got to the 
front desk, where she handed over her letter of acceptance and her driver’s 
license before being given a key and told by the clerk where her room was. 

Nadine didn’t get a chance to ask why her room was 208-B before 
another girl pushed her out of the way, elbowing her way to get served by 
the busy clerk. It was like a bar on Friday night, Nadine thought, except 
there wasn’t any alcohol and everyone was a bit on edge, being in a new 
place—most of them away from home for the first time, like she was. 

Heaving her bags up several flights of stairs, she eventually reached 
her room, only to find that there was actually an elevator, but she didn’t let 
that dampen her spirits. After all, she was accepted to Beneerat’s University 
for gifted women. Really, it was more of a college—for girls—but she 
hadn’t really worried about the semantics because the implications were 
really quite a lot more important. 

Her matter-transportation project would receive full funding for at least 
another five years—more than enough time for her to finish her project, 
and then some. Most of her equipment was being transported and would 
be here in the next week. In the meantime she’d just have to mess about . 


Then, she realized that there was another bed in the room, and the 
meaning of the “B” in her room number became all too obvious. Confirming 
her suspicions, a tall, blonde, lithe, Nordic-looking girl bounced in and 
jumped onto the bed. She realized that there was another girl in the room 
and steadied herself on the bed. 

“Hi! You must be my roommate!” the girl enthused. 

“Yeah, that’s me. I’m Nadine.” Nadine approached the tall girl 
awkwardly, extending a hand to shake somewhat uncertainly. The tall girl 
totally ignored that and instead swept Nadine up in a hug that literally 
lifted her off the ground. 

“T m Thursday, Thursday Primrose. Wow, I didn’t realize I was going 
to get a roommate. This is going to be so much fun!” Thursday bounced up 
and down some more, her pigtails flailing in the air madly. “So what’s 
your project going to be? I'm working on a contagious retro-virus that 
enhances sexual characteristics in females, it’s going to be so much fun. . 








. Pve always wanted to do something like this, and now I can, without 
being threatened with deportation. Isn’t it wonderful?” 

“Eh . . . I guess.” Nadine’s brain processed what she had heard Thursday 
say quite quickly—after all, she was at this university because she was 
smarter than your average girl—but had to check what she had said several 
times just to make sure it was correct. “You're working on a virus to make 
breasts bigger?!” 

“Yeah, isn’t it great? No offence, but it looks like you could use some, 
too, but who couldn't? I mean, I’ve never met a girl who wouldn't have 
benefited from another extra foot of cleavage, myself included. When I 
perfect this, ’ll become a bit tit queen, worshipped and adored by B.E. 
fans everywhere as my breasts slowly swell a bit larger every week.” 
Thursday was now sitting on her bed, wringing her hands together and 
looking a bit excited. 

“B.E.? What's that?” Nadine asked, backing off. 

“Oh, sorry. I should stop thinking that everyone knows what I’ m talking 
about all the time. B.E. stands for breast expansion. It’s this fetish for people 
who like to see growing boobs, well, grow. I really love it—that’s why I’m 
working on this virus thing. Anyway, what are you working on?” 

“An instantaneous matter transporter . . . I reckon itll be popular with 
people who use Internet chat rooms, you know, find out that the ‘girl’ you’re 
talking to isn’t an obese, balding, middle-aged man. Help save natural 
resources and stuff, too, solve world transport problems and that kind of 
stuff. You don’t think I’m being too ambitious?” 

“LOL!” Thursday exclaimed. 

“Did you actually say ‘LOL’? Nadine queried. 

“Yeah .. . bad habit from the Internet I guess. You know, instant 
messaging and such. So much that you start to think with verbal punctuation. 
As if I wasn’t quirky enough already. Anyway, that’s a pretty cool-sounding 
project, probably a lot more useful than some pervy breast-growing virus.” 
Thursday sounded a bit sheepish as she spoke. 

“Oh, I don’t know—_ guess a lot of girls might like an extra few cup 
sizes if they were honest with themselves . . .” Before Nadine could elaborate 
on this point Blue decided to let everyone know that she had spent long 
enough in the carpetbag by beginning to meow insistently. 

“T think that’s coming from your carpetbag,” Thursday suggested as the 
two girls both stared at the visibly moving carpetbag. 

“Oh, it’s probably nothing . .. maybe just the wind?” Nadine said lamely. 

“No, I’m pretty sure there’s a cat in your bag.” Thursday stood, walked 
over to the bag, and opened it. Blue bounded out and instantly started to 
rub affectionately against the Nordic girl’s silky smooth legs. “Aww, she’s 
such a cutie—but I thought that we weren’t allowed to have pets?” 

“Eh... we kind of aren’t, but I love Blue so much, and I couldn’t even 
go on vacation without her getting all mopey. I sneaked her through customs 
a couple of times—I guess I didn’t think about this too much, I mean, I 
never knew I’d have a roommate or anything. You won’t tell anyone, will 
you? I couldn’t bear to be without Blue. She’s been my best friend ever 
since my parents got divorced three years ago.” Nadine did her best puppy 
dog eyes, which, given the size of her eyes, were pretty good. 


“You don’t need to try to convince me, Nadine, it'll be cool to have a 
secret pet—you know, like a secret act of rebellion. Just make sure she 
doesn’t go through my clothes or anything,” Thursday said. 

“Oh, she’s pretty good about that—house trained and everything. She 
just likes to be played with sometimes and to snuggle up with me. You 
don’t need to worry about feeding her or anything, I'll take care of all that 
stuff and make sure she’s happy and stuff,” Nadine promised. “She really 
seems to like you! She doesn't usually like new people.” 

“Well, I think she’s a real cutie.” Thursday scratched the electric blue 
cat behind the ear, eliciting a golden purr from her. “Just like her owner.” 
Thursday winked at Nadine, who blushed intensely. “Yeah, just for the 
record, I like girls—that was supposed to be a subtle way of telling you . 
. . guess I blew that.” 

“Oh, right, so you’re a lesbian?” Nadine wasn’t sure how to react, but 
she consciously suppressed a frown. “Some of my...” 

“Best friends are gay?” Thursday interrupted. “No need to patronize.” 
Thursday stuck her tongue out playfully. “Anyways, if I hook up with any 
hot girls, Pll try not to bring them back here . . . but there's so many of 
them!” 

“You're right, there are a lot of attractive girls here. I feel kind of ugly 
compared to everyone else here .. . well, maybe not ugly... plain. And I 
think a lot of girls were holding hands and stuff, so maybe a lot of the girls 
here are gay, too?” Nadine looked unsure and shifted her weight uneasily. 

“Hmm, maybe. It would be kind of cool, it’s not like there’s really 
anything nearby. I guess that will make it hard for you to find any boys,” 
Thursday ventured. 

“Oh, that’s okay. I'll probably have lots to keep me busy, what with the 
matter transporter and keeping Blue happy and all the inevitable mishaps 
that are probably going to happen,” Nadine said in mock seriousness as 
Blue settled on her lap. 

“Mishaps?” Thursday enquired, sitting down on her bed. 

“Pm just joking—it’s just, well, this whole place is full of young, 
attractive girls, all working on kooky science projects being funded by 
some unknown sponsor. So, if this were some sort of porn story, then one 
or all of the experiments would go wrong, probably resulting in mass 
transformations and orgies. Of course, as this is real life, that won’t happen,” 
Nadine sounded confident. 

“Oh . . . I getcha, sounds like a B.E. story or something. Of course, I 
bet nothing exciting like that will happen.” The Nordic girl looked distinctly 
disappointed at that thought. She tilted her head upward for a moment and 
then wrinkled her nose, looking down at Blue. “You realize your cat is 
blue, right?” 


It was early evening when the girls made their way to the meet and 
greet. The vaulted, gothic stone hall was packed with maybe a thousand 
girls, all talking and making free use of the food-laden buffet and open bar 
that took up the whole far end of the hall, underneath several standards of 
red fabric. Thursday had insisted that Nadine hold her hand so that they 





didn’t get separated, and it seemed that a lot of other girls had that idea, too. 

“Wow, there are so many girls here!” Thursday said loudly so that Nadine could 
hear her over the loud chatter. 

“Yeah... are we headed for anywhere in particular, or are we just mingling?” 
Nadine asked. 

“Mingling, I guess, but we’re aimed at the bar first. You should never pass up free 
booze, it’s not like you see it offered very often.” Thursday pressed onward relentlessly 
through the crowd. 

“Actually, I’ve never really tried alcohol before,” Nadine admitted. 

“You haven't? Wow, this*11 be pretty cool then.” An evil grin slowly appeared on 
Thursday’s face as she practically dragged her new friend through the throng of attractive 
girls, many of whom seemed to already have helped themselves to the seemingly 
limitless supply of booze. 

When they reached the bar, it appeared to be self-service, with literally hundreds of 
bottles of every possible spirit or alcoholic beverage, with yet more mixers. Somewhat 
spoiled for choice, Thursday decided that it was best to just stick with what she knew, 
and so she made herself and Nadine each a large Jack and Coke. 

“Here you go, hun.” Thursday handed one of the large, crystal tumblers to Nadine, 
who inspected the viscous, caramel brown liquid. “Bottoms up!” She quickly downed 
the entire contents of the glass, and Nadine followed suit. 

“That was nice, but the Coke tasted kind of funny. Can we have some more? It 
made me feel all warm and fuzzy inside.” Nadine already felt that she was a little less 
uptight. Was this what drinking felt like? She hadn’t really had any time for drinking 
when she was at school, busy as she was working on her matter teleporter. Thursday 
quickly provided her with another Jack and Coke, which she downed quickly. “Mmm, 
these are definitely good!” 

“Glad you like them—come on, now that you're all warmed up, we should go and 
meet some new people.” Thursday led Nadine onward toward a couple of girls who 
could well have been sisters, both about average height, average bust size, brown hair, 
brown eyes, “average” face—they seemed totally average in almost every way, but 
Thursday seemed determined to talk to them for some reason. 

“Hi. I’m Thursday, and this is Nadine,” Thursday said, introducing them to the two 
girls. 

“Oh, hi! I’m Sherbet, and this is Betsy.” The left twin giggled. 

“So, what exactly are you two working on? You’re related, right?” Nadine asked, 
feeling all happy and maybe a little unstable—and also desperate for another drink. 

“You're kind of looking at our project.” Sherbet—or quite possibly Betsy—fiddled 
with something on her belt, as did her sister. There was a shimmering that Nadine 
initially put down to the alcohol, and something of a crowd started to coalesce around 
the pair as their previously unassuming forms dissolved and were quickly replaced by 
two buxom centauresses, which prompted a round of applause from everyone watching. 

This obviously wasn’t the desired result, though, as both of the twins started to 
fiddle with their belts again, which resulted in the same distortion effect and was 
followed by two black-haired, pale-faced, hot goth girls appearing and taking a slight 
bow, their ample bosoms almost spilling out of their tight, black corsets. 

“Wow, that was so cool!” Thursday congratulated the goth twins as the circle began 
to reform into smaller groups. “Do you actually look like this?” 
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“Yup—but that’s our project.” Sherbet pointed at the belt, which now 
seemed to have some buttons and a large bluish crystal, with dozens of 
facets that caught the light of the brightly lit hall. 

“Holography,” Betsy nodded. 

“So, if it already works, then why do you need to be here?” Nadine 
asked, grabbing a drink from a tray as it went past and quickly slurping it 
down, causing her to hiccup and spill a little bit of the champagne down 
her front—fortunately, it went straight down into her cleavage, leaving her 
red dress untouched. She giggled at how the effervescent liquid felt on her 
skin. 

“Oh, well, that’s because we need to perfect it,” Betsy stated. 

“What's to perfect? It fooled us.” Thursday had to steady Nadine, who 
seemed to be laughing an awful lot. 

“It's kind of complicated . . . at the moment it’s just a projection .. .” 
Sherbet stopped to let her sister seamlessly take over. 

“We're hoping that we can make it a more substantial illusion. So that 
you might actually be able to feel it. At the moment, if you touch the field, 
then it just disrupts it,” Betsy continued. “So, we were hoping to have 
some sort of way of making it seem more real.” 

“That sounds pretty cool!” Nadine almost slurred as another drink passed 
between her lips. 

“Oh, definitely,” Thursday agreed, somewhat amused that Nadine was 
already drunk. She had to reach out a hand to steady her new friend’s 
swaying. Then, she went on to explain what she and Nadine were going to 
work on during their stay. 

“That would work so well with our project!” Betsy exclaimed. 

“You could use a projection to hide the breasts, or clothe them,” Sherbet 
said excitedly. 

“This would be a perfect application of our improved projector!” Betsy 
agreed. 

“Mmm, it would be nice to have boobs big enough that you needed 
holograms to cover them,” Nadine slurred before falling over. 

“Hmm, Pd better take her back to the room .. .” Thursday said somewhat 
amused, but also, at the same time, a little disappointed that she would 
have to leave before talking to any more of the people in the hall—of 
course, there would be plenty more time for that later, and it had been her 
own idea to get her roommate drunk. 

Thursday helped her petite friend up from the ground, and they slowly 
staggered back to their room. The long, well-lit, wooden-paneled corridors 
seemed to go on forever because of her inebriated charge. Currently, Nadine 
was talking to herself about whether she was pretty. 

“I think that I’d have sex with me... like a clone or something .. . that 
would just be like masturbation, right?” Nadine asked, half to herself and 
half to Thursday. Thursday didn’t know what to say, so she just nodded, 
and this seemed to satisfy Nadine. “I knew it.” 


They eventually got into the room, and Nadine flopped on her bed, 
bringing Thursday down on top of her. Thursday quite liked the close 
proximity to her sexy and seemingly horny roommate. Nadine squirmed 
underneath her, still holding on to her friend. 

“Do you think I’m shhexy?” Nadine slurred as Thursday helped her off 
with her clothes. “You’re undressing me! That's kind of shhexy . . .” The 
partially Asian-looking girl lifted her arms as Thursday took off her top. 
“Sorry for being so drunk, Thursday . . .” Nadine looked sad as her friend 
unclipped her bra. 

Taking both of them by surprise, Nadine leaned forward and let her lips 
softly and slowly caress Thursday’s. Both of them went into shock and 
consequently fell back together on the bed, where Nadine’s delicate arms 
wrapped around her still-clothed roomie’s body. Just as the Scandinavian 
beauty was about to move herself, she realized that in the space of a few 
seconds Nadine had fallen asleep, still in her bra and panties. 

“It's okay, Nadine,” Thursday replied to the now unconscious form of 
her friend as she gently stroked her hair. 


“Mmmuh?”” Nadine”s eyes opened as she groaned incoherently. 

“I made you some coffee, kitty. Here.” Thursday was only wearing a 
dressing gown, which was uncinched, giving the bleary-eyed Nadine an 
occasional glimpse of her friend’s naked form. 

“Thanks . . . eh, do you know your dressing gown is untied?” Nadine 
stated, but in the form of a question, taking the coffee and sipping it 
cautiously. 

“Silly me!” Thursday exclaimed with mock surprise and then obliged 
her friend by tying her robe. “So, how are you feeling? You had quite a lot 
to drink—well, for someone who hadn’t ever had anything to drink. I guess 
I should have watched you more carefully . . .” 

“It's okay, at least 11 know not to drink so much next time. Although it 
was kind of fun... wait, we... we... oh my God! I can’t believe I did 
that!” Nadine went totally red, and when she thought that she couldn’t get 
any more embarrassed, she realized that she was still in just her matching 
bra and panties. 

“Don’t worry about it, lots of girls get horny when they’re drunk... 
and you’d be surprised how many girls like to lez up after they’ve gotten a 
few drinks in them. I remember this one time after a school play, me and 
Daisy had stolen some . . .” Thursday looked at Nadine and realized that 
perhaps this wasn’t the best time to fondly retell Sapphic experiences from 
her youth. “Anyway,” she said, deciding that it was probably best to try to 
let Nadine relax, “at least you didn’t get a hangover.” 

“Yeah, that is good. So I guess we should start working on our projects 
. .. [need to go and check if my stuff is here. I should probably have a 
shower first, though.” Nadine got out of bed, self-consciously covering 
her body as she made her way to the en suite bathroom. 








“Yeah, I ought to get going with that whole work thing,” Thursday said to no one in 
particular. 

She walked over to her side of the room and started to sort out some of her test 
tubes and cell cultures that she had set up before leaving the previous night. She was 
just about to don her rubber gloves when she heard a gentle purring and felt something 
rubbing against her legs. Looking down, she saw Blue meowing expectantly, obviously 
wanting to be fed. 

“Hmm, I guess Nadine forgot to feed you. Let's see if we can find you something to 
eat...” Thursday started to look through her friend’s bags in search of some cat food 
and maybe a bowl or something. It didn’t take her too long to find both, and she 
emptied the chicken chunks into the yellow, ceramic bowl with “Blue” printed on its 
side. 

The feline quickly started to eat the food, and when she was finished, she purred 
her content before slinking through Thursday’s toned legs to rest belly-up in the sun. 
Smiling at the lazy pussy, Thursday returned to her desk and donned her rubber gloves, 
still adorned only in her black silk dressing gown. Idly, she sorted out all her various 
samples before starting to examining some of them under her microscope. She was 
just about done checking them and was putting one of the plates away when Nadine 
came in. 

“Thursday, what are you doing?!” Nadine exclaimed as she came out of the bathroom, 
wrapped in a white fluffy towel, slightly damp but squeaky clean. 

Somewhat surprised and shocked, Thursday’s arm reflexively went up and smashed 
the petri dish, sending a shower of agar jelly all over the room, leaving Thursday, 
Nadine, and Blue covered in little flecks of it. For a moment, there was a stunned 
silence in the room as the three beings all realized what had happened. Blue was the 
first to react, licking her fur in an attempt to clean off the transparent nutrient, and 
Nadine and Thursday both did exactly the same thing at the same time. 

“Oh my God!” both shouted and jumped up, starting to run around, frantically 
wiping imaginary bits of goo off themselves before rushing into the bathroom and 
obsessively washing their hands. 

“Jeez, why’d you have to come in and frighten me like that?” Thursday asked, 
drying her hands. 

“Me? You're the one that was working on some sort of virus in our bedroom—I 
mean, don’t they have labs for that sort of stuff?” Nadine demanded, still washing her 
hands. 

“Well... yeah, they do, but there’s no need for me to go there to do the work. It 
takes a few days for me to decide which cultures are worth keeping . . .” Thursday 
trailed off. 

“What was in the one you were just looking at then?” Nadine was trying to calm 
herself down, taking deep, regular breaths. 

“Hmm—lI guess the good news is that it isn’t harmful . . .” Thursday paused long 
enough that Nadine asked a question while she drew breath. 

“So what’s the bad news?” Nadine asked, inevitably. 
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“That was one of the prototypes for the B.E. virus... it was recombinated 
with a strain of influenza. The virus shouldn’t do anything bad... but the 
problem is that influenza is actually pretty bad at making copies of itself, 
so there's a good chance that this could mutate, with some unpredictable 
but undoubtedly sexy results,” Thursday said matter-of-factly. 

“And is there anything we can do about having this . . . B.E. flu?” the 
petit girl grimaced. 

“Not really, I mean, we could take antibiotics, but really, that would be 
overkill and might cause us to create some sort of treatment-resistant strain. 
Which would be bad. The virus should run its course in about a week 
anyway, and I don’t think it’s really that contagious . . . I mean, that’s 
assuming we even got infected just then. Really, we don’t need to worry— 
the worst that can happen is that our boobs get bigger, and really, is that so 
bad?” Thursday definitely seemed pleased at the prospect. 

“Well . . . I guess it doesn’t seem so bad. So long as they don’t get too 
big and start to cause me back pains and the like. Of course, I’d be most 
worried about all the lecherous guys and stuff,” Nadine nodded. 

“Oh, most back pains are caused by bad posturing, and besides, there 
aren't any guys around here to letch on you... . of course, there might be 
some girls.” Thursday winked at Nadine and blew her a kiss. 

“Are you always this horny?” Nadine’s voice had more than a little hint 
of wryness to it. 

“I guess so.” Thursday blushed. “It’s not my fault . . . it was this science 
project that I was working on... it went wrong, and well, I’m pretty sure 
you can guess what the result was.” 

“You know, you're not exactly making me feel a whole lot safer about 
having just got some virus-infested goo splattered all over me.” Nadine 
stuck her tongue out playfully. 

“Yeah, well, that one had nothing to do with breasts—except that it 
gave me my obsession with breasts. Actually, it was more a case of 
increasing it really. I always liked them, but the accident just made me a lot 
more... open about it. As well as making me heavily bisexual and horny 
alot. At least [have an excuse, unlike guys,” Thursday laughed, and Nadine 
joined her. The mood lightened. 

There was a knock at the door, and Thursday moved to answer it, still 
just wearing her black dressing gown. Opening the large, varnished oak 
door, she saw no one out in the hall, just a couple of huge crates with a note 
on the top of them. 

“Hmm, they're addressed to ‘Ms. Nadine Summers.’ That’ll be you, 
then,” Thursday deduced. 

“Yup, it’s about time they brought this stuff up here. I guess now that 
you’ve finished using us as test subjects, it’s time for me to start doing 
some work... . well, I guess getting dressed first would be a good idea. 
Half-naked work doesn’t seem to work too well, really.” The two of them 


dragged the cases into the room, puffing and panting by the time they were 
done. 

“Wouldn’t it have been easier to empty them first?” Thursday puffed as 
Blue watched with interest and then stretched leisurely in a sunbeam, 
meowing contentment as her glossy blue fur glinted in the light. “And 
shouldn’t you be the one that feeds your cat?” 

“Oops! Iknew I forgot something, what with getting infected with some 
kooky virus. I suppose that makes us even then. . .” Nadine turned away 
and began to look through the cases, checking that all the components and 
things were inside. “Looks like I’m going to have a busy day .. .” 


It was now night, and both girls were in bed —Thursday was sleeping 
naked for some reason, while Nadine favored a large, white t-shirt that 
went down to her knees—but neither was asleep. 

“Hey, Nadine . . . do your breasts feel . . . sort of tingly?” Thursday 
sounded antsy, more so than usual. 

“Now that you mention it, they sort of do.” Nadine felt herself up, and 
her small jugs did indeed feel kind of tingly. “But I also feel like I’m 
coming down with a cold... maybe that’s what it is?” 

“No... I’m pretty sure that it means our breasts are growing. In fact, 
any second now, that t-shirt of yours could be overwhelmed by rapidly 
expanding, fleshy globes of perfection .. . mmm, I make myself too wet 
sometimes.” Thursday let her fingers slip toward her pussy in the comforting 
privacy of the dark. 

“What?!” If Nadine had been drinking coffee, she would have ejected 
it from her mouth at this point. “Are you serious?” 

“Mmm?” Thursday was a little too absorbed in her masturbation to 
immediately respond. “Oh, I was just joking—that’s the kind of stuff that 
would happen in a real B.E. story. There’s no way the virus could cause 
that kind of growth in that amount of time. When you wake up, your breasts 
will have grown, but unless the virus mutated a helluva lot—and there’s 
no way that could have happened in the time since we got infected, which 
my tests showed we are—they won’t be too much bigger.” Thursday was 
struggling to keep her tone even as her pleasure increased. 

“Oh, alrighty. That’s good to know.” Nadine listened for a few seconds, 
hearing the faint sound of Thursday’s hands rubbing against the sheet as 
she relentlessly fingered herself. “Are you having a wank?” 

“Well... yeah. The tingling is making me so horny! And when I get 
horny, I just have to get some, and unless you’d like to do the honors, then 
I'll just have to do it myself.” Thursday continued to pleasure herself, no 
longer trying to disguise her pleasure. 

“Eww ...” Nadine tried to sound convinced but felt herself quite excited 
at the idea. Maybe it was just the virus . . . but then, she hadn’t been 
infected with it when she kissed Thursday, just drunk. The only certainty 
in Nadine’s mind about her sexuality was that she was uncertain. Uncertain 





and horny. It seemed pointless to resist the temptation to indulge herself, so, cautiously 
at first, she started to let her digits massage and tease the outer lips ofher moist erogenous 
zone, but she found that she had to let one hand concentrate on her breasts as well. This 
seemed to amplify the tingling to orgasmic levels, prompting the Asian girl to cum 
suddenly and unexpectedly. “Oh God!” 

“Nadine, you little hussy!” Thursday moaned as she herself climaxed. She was 
barely done with her own pleasure moment before she jumped out of the bed and 
moved onto Nadine, tossing the comforter off her friend”s bed before straddling her 
bucking body. “And you said I was horny! For shame,” she said in mock admonishment. 

‘T ve never felt like this before,” Nadine replied in an unusually husky and seductive 
voice. 

“I suppose we can blame the virus or something . . . I guess it does mess with 
hormone levels and stuff. It’s possible that it’s affecting you differently, and it’s not 
like that experiment accident left my body normal. Anyway, time to give you a good 
seeing to.” Thursday shimmied down Nadine’s now still body, lifted the t-shirt, and 
started to lick energetically. 

Nadine started to squirm again as her roommate and lover’s tongue skillfully started 
to push her toward another climax. However, using her experience, Thursday kept 
Nadine waiting for it for several long moments as the suddenly bisexual Asian girl 
shamefully groped her now positively electric breasts. 

“Oh, this feels so good, Thursday, don’t stop!” Nadine almost screamed. 
Acknowledging her partner’s request, Thursday’s licking increased and finally made 
Nadine cum for a second time, even more powerfully than the last time. 

“Glad you liked that,” Thursday said, smiling, as she snuggled up to Nadine. “So, 
you must be pretty bisexual now.” 

“If it means that you're going to do that all the time, then yes!” Nadine purred. 

“Sure thing, kitty.” Thursday affectionately licked Nadine’s face. “T ll have to infect 
you with viruses more often.” She playfully groped Nadine through her t-shirt, eliciting 
a further few moans. 

“My turn!” Nadine announced, slipping out of Thursday’s intimate groping snuggle 
and letting her hands wander onto her lover’s naked breasts. Having never felt another 
girl’s breasts before, it was a strange experience—familiar from having felt herself up, 
but also alien, just like you can’t really tickle yourself. “So what should I do?” Nadine 
asked conversationally as she groped her roommate and bit her neck gently. 

“Mmm, you’re doing just fine. I wouldn't have you down as a biter . . . maybe try 
going down on me, my clit is really sensitive.” Nadine quickly followed Thursday’s 
advice and gingerly started to flick her tongue at Thursday’s clitoris, and when this 
produced some encouraging sounds, Nadine tried again, but with more vigor. “Oh, 
you're a quick learner!” Thursday encouraged. “Almost there.” The slutty Nord moaned 
as her orgasm approached quickly—she hadn’t been lying when she had said she was 
sensitive. 

“You smell good,” Nadine whispered in her new girlfriend’s ear as she slid away 
from her loins and up to her side. “Did I do okay?” 











guided Nadine’s hand to her sizable boobs, and to Nadine’s hands, they 
felt silky smooth and perfect. In the half-light of the room, Thursday 
eventually realized that her friend’s breasts had also grown, and greedily, 
her slender, delicate hands snaked out until the two were rolling around 
with the blue comforter tangling between them, letting their fingers squeeze 
playfully until—quite suddenly—they climaxed. 

“Oh!” Nadine exclaimed softly. “Ithink your virus increased sensitivity 
too.” Nadine’s voice sloped off into a low moan as she rolled around and 
rubbed her thighs together. 

“T think that must have been another unexpected bonus, besides, there”s 
a well-known correlation between size and sensitivity. If I had breasts the 
size of beach balls, then I would probably be able to cum if there was a 
cold breeze or something,” Thursday said thoughtfully as she rubbed her 
hard and erect nipples. “I think Pm going to make some coffee—want 
some?” 

“Sure,” Nadine replied, quickly drawing the warm comforter around 
her as Thursday got out of bed. “Make sure there’s lots of milk in it!” she 
shouted as a still naked Thursday walked out the door. 

Walking down the corridor to the kitchen, Thursday finally realized 
that she was naked. She wasn't really all that embarrassed about it, but 
when she heard a door opening behind her, she felt maybe a little bit silly 
but turned around anyway. 

“Hi, Sherbet,” Thursday said. 

“I'm Betsy.” Betsy let her eyes slip up and down Thursday 

“Oh, hi, Betsy. Sorry.” Thursday hung her head slightly. 

“It's okay, sometimes even we get mixed up,” Betsy replied cheerfully. 
“It's not like we aren't used to it—we’ ve been getting mixed up our whole 
lives. Besides, we get our own back by messing with people and stuff. So 


how come you're naked . . . and your breasts are bigger? Did that virus 
thing of yours work?” 
“Yeah! It did, it was great. It worked on me and Nadine...” Before she 


could continue, she sneezed violently and then looked abashed. “Sorry, 
that’s a side effect of the growth, I’m coming down with a cold.” 

“It's okay, everyone sneezes,” Betsy assured her. “Say... your virus, it 
won't cause my breasts to grow, will it? “Cause,” Betsy hefted her sizable 
breasts for emphasis, “they’re already pretty big. Although I guess a little 
bigger wouldn't hurt.” 

“That's the spirit.” Thursday winked sexily at Betsy—the hussy— 
touching herself slightly at the thought. “Anyway, it shouldn’t really be 
contagious. Otherwise, we’d have a whole building full of overly busty 
girls running around and lezzing up.” Thursday slowly and seductively 
advanced, each elegant step taking her closer to a seemingly paralyzed 
Betsy. “Can you imagine that?” Thursday’s body was now in direct contact 
with Betsy’s, and the two could feel the heat. 


“Oh, more than okay,” Thursday panted as she struggled to get over her 
orgasm. “Probably time to get some sleep now. We can have a nice, warm 
shower in the morning.” Thursday stretched her arms out so that they 
wrapped around Nadine, and they both fell asleep—happily and intimately 
entwined. 


Nadine felt something warm and sexy pressing against her, which 
instantly reminded her of the lustful encounter of last night. She wasn't 
quite sure how to feel about it; until it had happened, fingering herself was 
the only real sexual experience she’d had, and she’d held the usual romantic 
ideals of meeting some guy at some point, but it looked like all that was 
out the window. She consoled herself that at least 1t had felt good—very 
good. 

In fact, it still felt good . . . or at least, her breasts did. She lifted the 
comforter and looked into the semi-gloom where her breasts were. That 
didn’t really help her, so she decided to feel the lay of the land, so to speak. 
Cautiously, her hands slowly inched down her smooth, white t-shirt until 
they came to her tingling breasts, and immediately, she felt a difference. 
They seemed far bigger than before, maybe a whole handful—so perhaps 
more than double their previous size, although that wasn't much. 

“Thursday, Thursday, wake up!” Nadine urged, pushing her partner in 
the ribs. “C*mon, my breasts have grown! Don’t you get off on that?” This 
reminded her that Thursday’s breasts had probably grown as well. Letting 
her hand move just slightly up on Thursday’s body, she encountered the 
girl’s breasts. She had really only given them an assessment the previous 
night. 

Gently, she let her hand caress the warm, naked flesh of her lover. As 
she suspected, there had been about the same amount of growth as she had 
undergone—it got her kind of excited, actually. She wasn’t sure whether 
to chalk that up to Thursday’s influence or her virus. In either case, both 
girl’s breasts had probably grown a handful or so, and as her hand was 
already there, it seemed like a good idea to continue groping Thursday’s 
newly swollen bosom. 

“Hmm?” Thursday murmured sleepily. “Time to get up already? Can't 
I have five more minutes?” Thursday—still half asleep, with her hair matted 
on her face—turned over, flopping onto Nadine. “Mmm, comfy,” she purred 
as she rubbed up and down against Nadine. 

“Thursday, wake up, you dozy cow!” Nadine chided, pushing Thursday 
off her. 

“What?” Thursday blinked a few more times, shook her head, and then 
rubbed her eyes. She proceeded to let out a long groan/yawn as she stretched, 
exposing her torso to the world beyond the comforter. This caused her to 
look down and then grope herself hurriedly. “Thanks for waking me, 
Nadine! This is so cool, oh come on—feel my tits!” The mammophile 
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“Thursday, what are you doing?” the busty goth asked quietly as the slutty 
Scandinavian slid up and down her body. 

“It looks like I'm sexing you up.” She kissed Betsy’s neck and then pushed her 
against the wall. 

“It sure...” Betsy was cut off as Thursday let her tongue plunge into Betsy’s small, 
perfectly formed mouth. One half of the goth twin pair soon found herself returning 
the kiss, but somewhat passively; she was still a little off balance from this, and as 
Thursday broke the kiss, she was speechless. 

“So, you want to come back to my room? Nadine’s there, t00—I’m sure that it 
would all be a lot of fun.” Thursday’s voice dripped promises of sex as surely as her 
wet sex. 

“Oh... Pm not sure, me and Sherbet have a lot of work to do.” Betsy could feel 
herself edging toward Thursday’s room, against her will. 

“T m sure you can catch up later. Besides, Sherbet can come along and have some 
fun with us later. Maybe both of you—twins would be sexy to do at once. Kind of like 
clones . . . or alternate universe versions,” Thursday mused as she guided Betsy toward 
her room. 

“We”ve never done that before.” Betsy bit her lip, certain her resolve was about to 
break. As she continued to back up, she realized that she had backed against the door 
to Thursday’s room, at which point it seemed pointless to resist. “I guess just a little 
fooling around couldn't hurt...” 

“Great!” the exuberant and moist Thursday exclaimed loudly, jumping up and down 
and causing a tidal wave of motion through her large bosom. “Come in!” Thursday 
ushered Betsy into the still, dark interior of her room and, once the door was closed, 
playfully glomped her onto the bed. 

“Hi there.” Betsy’s voice was slightly muffled as Thursday’s body weighed on her, 
sexily. 

“Eh, hi... Betsy?” Nadine ventured as she moved around on the bed to get some 
more space. The quickly thinking Thursday started to move her bed toward Nadine’s 
and pushed them together. “Ooo, good idea, Thursday . . . so, I guess that Betsy is here 
for some sex, too?” 

“I guess I am,” Betsy offered as she removed her tight black Iron Maiden t-shirt to 
reveal a sizable, lacy, black bra. Deftly, she unclipped it at the back and let it drop to 
the floor before pushing the expanse of pale white flesh together to enhance the already 
impressive cleavage she possessed. “Since when were you two nymphomaniacs 
anyway?” 

“Oh, I’ve been like this for ages,” Thursday volunteered. 

“Thursday’s virus made me extra horny and bisexual as well as the whole bigger 
breast thing. I guess that it wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. I mean, now I sort of 
think it was cool. Probably because Thursday has a skillful tongue,” Nadine said 
playfully. 

“Thanks, Nadine!” Thursday pressed herself against her Asian lover and let her 
long tongue roll across Nadine’s large, erect nipples. “Mmm, I love that Nadine taste.” 

“There’s a Nadine taste?” Betsy asked interestedly. 





“Yup. Lick her nipples!” Thursday urged as Nadine herself started to 
look somewhat antsy. Betsy quickly obliged and let her own pointy tongue 
trace circles around the now squealing girl’s left nipple. 

“You’re right, kind of like licorice.” Betsy then smelled Nadine’s hair. 
“And your hair sort of smells like it, too. It’s nice.” Betsy continued to 
sniff Nadine’s hair for several long seconds before going back to suckling 
Nadine’s licorice-flavored nipples, making Nadine writhe around in sexy 
anticipation. 

“Oh, I’m going to cum!” Nadine said helpfully as Thursday and Betsy 
continued to suck with gusto. It wasn’t too long before she was good to her 
word and came hard as the two other girls maintained their nursing positions, 
removing themselves only after Nadine had stopped her orgasmic motion. 

“That was awfully quick for just nipple stimulation—and I mean, my 
breasts are pretty sensitive!” Betsy commented, before Thursday ruthlessly 
started to lick and nibble at Betsy’s nipples. Nadine didn’t waste any time 
in joining in the teasing either, and soon Betsy found herself in the position 
that Nadine herself had been in mere minutes ago. “Oh, you two!” Betsy 
moaned in what was obviously supposed to be mock chiding but what 
turned to a high-pitched moan as soon as Thursday and her oh-so-skilled 
tongue found their way to Betsy’s sweet spot. 

And there was much frolicking . . . for a good two hours, at least. 


Eventually, after finishing off with a shared and somewhat crowded 
shower, the threesome set to actually doing some work—after all, university 
wasn’t all about sexy lesbian orgies. There were B.E. viruses to be perfected, 
matter transporters to get working, and holographic thingies to sort out. 

The chance to work on her project was actually quite an enjoyable 
prospect for Nadine—after all, there’s only so much sex a newly bisexual 
girl can have without wanting a break. Not to mention that Nadine was 
quite fanatical about her work and was a not-so-closeted geek. So, she 
worked away on one of the quasi-futuristic silver tubes, which was about 
three meters tall, in a lab coat that she had found in her cupboard— 
admittedly, a little tight around the chest, but that was somewhat pleasing 
to her. She was also wearing some protective glasses because she was 
soldering away—earning her some major nerd girl points—on one of the 
access panels, joining up a few keys points of the circuitry. 

She glanced over at a heavily folded circuit diagram and then back to 
the actual circuit, her head nodding slightly as she verified her own work. 
She put the soldering iron onto its little tray and switched it off before 
bringing out her voltmeter to check that all her soldering was okay—which 
it was. 

“You all done?” Thursday asked absently, messing about with some of 
her petri dishes. 

“Tell be a while yet... I mean, I sorted all this stuff, but I need to do 
more,” Nadine replied vaguely. 


“Sounds technical,” Thursday said, sticking out her tongue. 

“Yeah, well, there’s no point in going into lots of techno babble like 
this is some ill-conceived and ham-fistedly written episode of Star Trek.” 
Nadine added extra vitriol when making this comment, which Thursday 
obviously picked up on. 

“Hiss!” Thursday jokingly retorted. 

“Sorry, it’s just that idiot Berman—thinking that some big-boobed 
Vulcan can make Enterprise do anything more than quantum leap in space 
. . . but anyway, no point in losing sleep over it. Although occasionally, 
that big-boobed Vulcan did keep me awake,” Nadine commented as she 
tinkered away a little bit more on her transporter. 

“Not so newly bisexual after all?” Thursday inquired. 

“I guess it wasn’t so much sexual —Just interested in the mechanics of 
zero-g on breasts,” Nadine clarified. “Not that they ever showed anything 
like that. The good old cliché of everything except the artificial gravity 
breaking.” 

“And I thought you were such a quiet girl,” Thursday jibbed. 

“Usually, I am, it’s just a bit of a shame when you see a good idea 
wasted. I think that now I’d probably be more interested in some sort of 
lesbian orgy story lines. Busty lesbians. All your fault,” Nadine replied. 
“Just kidding.” 

“T know, kitty.” Thursday blew a kiss at Nadine. 


It was Friday afternoon, although Nadine found that days were starting 
to become a little bit meaningless. She also found that her breasts were 
getting a little big—although she found it was quite fun, especially when 
frolicking with Thursday, which happened several times a day (neither of 
them had seen Betsy since their shower together). The weight of her breasts 
was quite reassuring somehow, even if it had made tying her shoelaces an 
exercise in guesswork. 

The slow but study burgeoning of Nadine’s bust had done little to slow 
her work, and now, she was pretty sure of it, after dozens of tests with 
smaller inert objects all of Thursday (day of the week, not the roommate), 
and all of them had managed to reconstitute themselves perfectly. 

While Nadine wouldn’t say that she was an arrogant girl, she was 
confident in the work that she had done and the results that she had achieved 
so far. If anything, the years of legwork behind the equipment counted for 
more than actually building it. It wasn’t just her work, either; there were a 
lot of other scientists who had worked on this, and she had borrowed a lot 
of the science from their research. In many ways it wasn’t just her 
machine—but then, in many other ways it was. 

“All done,” the science girl said mostly to herself. Blue—sunning 
herself, as usual—meowed her approval and then stretched out before 
rolling. “Glad you’re happy, Blue. With this you’ll be able to get all over 





the place—although I guess it could be a while before we install the cat flap version.” 

Nadine entered one of the two tubes and decided that it was a good time to give the 
transporter a test—even if the other tube was located directly next to it. It was all about 
principles, really, and what was the worse thing that could happen? Other than her 
body being turned into a big pile of 1ts constituent elements? 

“Better stop putting this off, then,” Nadine muttered, feeling a sudden twinge of 
last minute nerves before hitting the big, red button marked “go.” The tubes thrummed 
as they drew power from the industrial sockets on the wall, enticing the bored Blue to 
investigate the empty tube just as it went zappy. 

It was only a few moments before the incandescence in the tubes seemed to flip 
over and Nadine and Blue found themselves in different tubes from where they had 
started— without any of that nasty simultaneous creation and destruction stuff going 
on either. 

“Trippy .. .” Nadine spoke aloud, her voice feeling strange within her mouth, her 
brain still trying to make sense of the fact that just for a few moments she had been in 
two places at once. Before she was able to fully conciliate the two sets of data she 
noticed Blue slink out of the other tube—looking unimpressed, as cats often manage 
to do. “Oh no... you didn’t?” 

Nadine’s overactive imagination straight away went into overdrive. As a sci-fi fan, 
she had seen The Fly—in fact, it had been the inspiration for this particular project— 
and she was pretty sure that her transporter wasn’t supposed to do two objects 
simultaneously. Obviously, the results would be somewhat different, and it wasn’t like 
she was some sort of half-cat, half-human at the moment, but in the film the changes 
had taken time. 

“Hmm, next time [ll put some sort of panels on the door and put you outside ... 
although I suppose that would be a bad idea, what with pets not being allowed.” Despite 
keeping her voice reasonably steady, her hands were shaking quite noticeably. “Oh, 
damn!” 


“What does it say?” Nadine asked several hours later, insistently bouncing up and 
down as Thursday looked at some blood cultures. 

“I dunno, Pd probably have to go to one of the main labs for a proper DNA test, but 
as I don’t have an original from you anyway, it doesn’t really help, but these cells look 
kind of strange. It’s not like we would actually know what a cell would look like if it 
was crossed with cat DNA. You’ve probably just been watching too many science 
fiction shows.” Thursday stood up and felt her breasts, a look of timeless pleasure 
passing over her face as squeezed them. 

“Damnit, I just know I’m going to end up turning into some sort of slutty catgirl,” 
Nadine lamented, while watching Thursday’s boob-feeling. 

“Yeah, but at least you’ll be a good one. Especially with big boobs.” Thursday— 
not for the first time—slipped behind her girlfriend and started to roughly grope the 
slightly submissive scientist. “Yeah, and I could lure you with catnip and milk.” 

“Ooo, that could be kind of fun. You’d probably sneak up on me while the catnip 
was making me all horny and then eat me out or something like that and get me even 
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more horny, and I’d squirm all over the floor as you made me cum over 
and over again,” Nadine concluded dreamily. 

“So becoming a catgirl won’t be such a problem, then?” Thursday 
pointed out as she finished her groping, somewhat intoxicated by the 
intimate rose smell that emanated from Nadine. 

“Well... but what about Blue? She might become a catgirl, too, and 
don’t stop!” Nadine chided, making Thursday resume her groping for a 
short amount of time before throwing herself and Nadine at the bed, tickling 
her remorselessly until Nadine begged her to stop. 

Before Thursday could explain to Nadine the exact reason for her 
tickling, Betsy—actually, it could have been Betsy or Sherbet—burst into 
the room large, heavy bosom wobbling dangerously sexily. The embracing 
girls did a double take when they saw the girl’s chest. Before, it had been a 
larger than average double D. Now, it was far larger, distorting the words 
and logo on her t-shirt to the point where it wasn’t really possible to make 
them out, although most likely the distracting effect of her huge, jiggling 
tits contributed to that, too. 

“Bad news, Thursday,” Betsy stated, her breasts slowly coming to a 
rest but kept in gentle motion by her breathing. 

“Uh uh...” Thursday simply stared at Betsy’s breasts, jaw slack. 

“Wow, your breasts are huge now!” Nadine exclaimed as she 
involuntarily stepped forward and let her hands slide down the front of the 
other girl’s now equally huge nipples, which she could definitely feel 
through the taut t-shirt. “I mean, I thought they were big before... then, I 
thought that mine and Thursday’s were big, but you’re definitely huge.” 

“Definitely—your virus was contagious. In case you hadn’t noticed,” 
Betsy said loudly so that Thursday might actually pay attention, 
repositioning Nadine in front of her breasts, which mostly blocked them 
from Thursday’s view, although they did protrude slightly outward. 

“Oops...” Thursday whispered. 
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